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moved. A boy sang, a poet wrote, a musician played,
and I believed in God. . . .'

But the mood had not quite passed. His eyes
were closed behind his hands, but it seemed to him
that the Cathedral slowly filled, The great empty
spaces of the nave had been cold, but through the
West Door they crowded in, hundreds upon hun-
dreds, silently. They formed now a serried mass,
flowing out into St. Margaret's Chapel, into King
Henry's Chapel, under the shields of Henry V. and
Warwick the King-Maker, over the ledger-stones of
the Priors, beside the tomb of Henry Quair, the
Franciscan friar, with its trefoil canopy, into the Lady
Chapel with its carvings of angels, into the King's
Chapel with the lovely * Virgin and Children ' win-
dows, into the North-east Transept where is the
tomb of the Saxon bishop Wilfred, along the South
Aisle that has the tombs of Prior Edward of Barple-
don and the great Bishop Holcroft, into the Chapel
of All Angels where the famous Emily, daughter of
the Earl of Glebeshire, lover of the poor, heroine of
the battle of Drymouth, lies, yes, up into the King
Harry Tower, down into the Norman Crypt, and, at
last, behind him, crowded about the Tomb of the
Black Bishop itself, like a mist from the sea* an
invasion, an army, a mighty breathing> watching,
waiting multitude.

The fantasy was so strong that he scarcely dared
to raise his eyes, and when at last he glanced about
him, piercing the wavering light of the candles, he
still could not be entirely resolved* In his ears and
in his eyes there was a conviction of a pressing
multitude and he felt that thousands of eyes were
bent upon himself.